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Roger Webb waa tbe laat to finish hi* 
dinner, and be waa Just leaving the 
mess house when Bom Cllntock gal¬ 
loped up to the door and Intercepted 
him. 

"Say. Webb, hgve the others gone?’ 

“Yes; they are Just rounding the last 
gate,” said Roger, pointing to a half 
dozen rapidly diminishing horsemen. 
“Anything I can do?” 

“No—yes. of course you can> I've 
been called up to North Fork to iden 
tlfy a buuch of cattle, and I've just 
had a phone from Belford that hi* 
kid's coming over for a visit. It's thir¬ 
ty miles from Belford’s place over here 
and a tiresome ride. Ue wants me to 
meet Teddy on the other side at Black 
pass or send a trusty man. I'll have to 
send you.” 

“Very well,” returned Roger. “Shall 
I start now?” 

“You better go right off and be sure 
and get on the other side of the pass, 
fur the kid s afraid to come through lu 
the dark." 

“I'll be there.” assured Roger, and 
he went away to saddle hia horse. 

Roger whistled and Buckskin pound¬ 
ed the turf lightly as they covered mile 
after mile of the twenty that lay be¬ 
tween the Lone Bull ranch and the far¬ 
ther entrance to Black pass. 

Now. when Roger aud Buckskin 
threaded their way down Its narrow, 
winding trail tbe sun bad passed over 
the rocky summits of the pass, and a 
deep twilight was dewing down. As 
be went out at the other end he looked 
expectantly around the sunlit plain 
for a glimpse of Teddy Belford. but 
the lad was nowhere la sight. 

“I suppose bis dad has toid him ta 
wait hero at tbe pass for me. und, as 


That you. Teddy Hei¬ 



ns URGKD BCOKSKtS FORWARD. 

he Isn’t'here. I believe I’ll nose around 
and have a look at that place Cllntock 
was telling tae about.” 
f With a last glance along the trail 
ahead Roger turned to the right aud 
followed directions be had received 
from the boss of the Lone Bull. In an 
hour be had found tbe ranch he was 
looking for. had a long talk with Its 
owner and taken a hasty survey ofi the 
premises. He was favorably Impress¬ 
ed with the place and believed It \yould 
make a good opening for him;,also. It 
was well within the limit he had set 
for expenditure. He decided to talk It 
over with Cllntock before closing a 
deal. 

He was halfway back to the south 
entrance to Black pass before be re¬ 
membered Belford’s kid. He glanced 
around at tbe gray plain fast losing its 
outlines in the gathering dusk and 
smote ais thigh sharply. 

“Great horn! If I haven’t forgotten 
the kid! I wonder”— He spurred 
Buckskin into a run without complet¬ 
ing his sentence. 

I.ong before he reached tbe pass he 
was straining his eyea for a glimpse of 
a horse and rider waiting for him. But 
he saw nothing, and when he dually 
pulled to a breathless standstill there 
be appeared to be ail alone In the 
gloom. * 

*T don’t believe he's arrived yet.” he 
said uneasily. “If he was afraid of 
the pass he would be sure to wait for 
me.” 

Roger waited anxious^, listening for 
the faintest sound that mUht presage 
the approach of Teddyfcpjlford. He 
rebuked himself bitterly for his neglect 
of duty—for running off to attend to 
his own affairs when he bad assured 
Mr. Cllntock that he would safely es¬ 
cort Teddy through Black pass to the 
Lone Bull ranch. All at once dara- 
ne«8 fell completely, and there were 
only tbe distant stars winking down 
out of a dim blue sky. 

Roger swore softly and turned Buck¬ 
skin into the pass, r He rode until he 
came to tbe middle of the pit of velvet 
blackness, and listened. Far ahead of 
him be thought he heard a faint sound. 
Agutn It came—a brokeu whistle. He 
urged Buckskin forward until he beard 
plainly tbe tremulously whistled notes 
of “I’m Afraid to Go Home In tbe 
Dark.” 

“Tile doggoned, plucky little kid!” 
ejaculated Roger thankfully, and than 


be let out his voice uatll the paaa re- 
cboed. 

“Hello there! 
ford?” 

“Yea!' came back a shaking voice. 
“Wait for me, Teddy. I'll be there 
in a minute. ” 

In a few second* be brought Buck- 
akin to a scrambling halt “Where art 
you. Teddy r he asked. 

“Right here,” was a low toned reply 
close beside him. ’That Isn’t Mr. 
Cllntock, la itr 

“No. I’m Roger Webb. Mr. Clliy 
tock was called to North Fork and 
»»etit me instead. I was to watt u* the 
other side of tbe pass for you. but. I 
thought there was time enough to Look 
at a piece of property I waa Interested 
in.” 

When they were riding slowly for¬ 
ward, allowing tbe horses to pick their 
way along tbe trail, Roger turned his 
head and resumed conversation with 
his unseen companion. 

“You’re afraid of- this place, aren’t 
you. Teddy r* 

There was a little hesitation before 
the answer came curtly: 

“Yes.” • i tr 
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“I don't blame you. Were you whis¬ 
tling ‘I'm Afraid to Go Home In the 
Dark’ to keep up your spirits?” 

”Yes; to shame myself for being 
afraid," was Teddy’s crisp reply. 

Roger laughed with unconcealed ad 
miration. “You’re a plucky kid.” he 
remarked. 

Teddy Belford did not answer, and 
Roger concluded that he waa ashamed 
of what might have been termed"a Als- 
k play of cowardice. He had no Idea of 
how old Teddy Belford might be or 
whether he was large or small. So far 
his companion was merely a voice. 

“How old are you, Teddy T* he asked 
suddenly. 

No answer. 

“How old are you, Teddy, led?" re¬ 
peated Roger good humoredly, not 
that he cared greatly, but the low, con¬ 
tralto voice of Belford’8 kid Interested 
him without his knowing exactly why. 
It sent a thrill of paternal tenderness 
through his being. At least be thought 
It was paternal. 

“I don’t believe ilr. Cllntock would 
have sent you to meet me if he had 
known how—bow impertinent you 
were going to be,” said Teddy Belford 
calmly. 

‘Impertinent — wow!” Roger jwas 
plainly disgusted. “1 beg your pardon, 
Mr. Teddy Belford,” he ended sarcasti¬ 
cally. 

“Mr. Teddy Belford!" repeated Bel¬ 
ford’s kid indignantly as they emerg-. 
ed from the gloom of the pass Into 
the open plain where tbe. trail lay 
white under the rays of a rising moon. 
Before Roger could turn around and 
look at his companion he heard the 
swish-sb of a quirt through the air and 
Buckskin shot forward like a rocket. 

“The—little—dev-devll!" Ranted Rog¬ 
er as he realized that Buckskin was 
having things bla own mad way. ! _ 
Mile after mile they pounded over 
the dry grass, away from the trail and 
fur to the east of tbe Long Bull ranch. 
Soger did not know what had become 
of Teddy Belford, and he did not care. 
He was aware that away off behind 
somewhere there was a faint thudding 
of hoofs. • ■' * 

Roger sawed away at Buckskin’s ob¬ 
stinate mouth without result. He re¬ 
alized that the horse waa growing 
tired, and If the beast could escape 
stepping into a prairie-dog's hole or 
did not stumble he might be brought 
to reason before long. 

But Buckskin stumbled, and it hap¬ 
pened so suddenly that Roger was toss¬ 
ed over the animal's head and landed 
surprised and dizzy on a crumbling 
sand hillock. For an instant he lay 
there breathless and bruised watching 
Buckskin's form watting wearily near 
by. i 

“You old skyrocket!” he at 

last. 

Then another horse loomed Into the 
moonlight, was turned looser to nip at 
the grass and a slender form hurried 
to Roger Webb’s side and knelt down 
with a cool hand on his forehead 
Roger saw thit the newcomer wore 
skirts, and his dizziness increased. 

“Oh, Webb, I am so sorry! 1 do 
hope you’re not hart!” cried the girl 
In the voice of Belford’s kid. 

I’m all right,” said the dazed cow¬ 
boy, struggling to a sitting posture. 
But where did you come from?" 

“Why, I was following you through 
Black pass, you know, and you were 
rather impertinent. Yoa know you 
were. You called me Teddy and kid 
and all thnt! But I should not have 
struck your horse. I am so ashamed, 
And I beg your pardon,” she ended, 
with a dangerous quaver in her voice. 

Are you Teddy Belford T' demanded 
Roger. 

“Yea; Theodora Belford. My friends 
call me Teddy. Father and Boss Clin- 
tock call me kid. I don't mind from 
them,” she concluded. 

‘Of course not," said the chagrined 
Roger. “Only, you see, nobody told 
me you were a girl—and I thought you 
were a boy! Tbe apologies ate on my 
aide” 

“Well, we’ve got a whole lifetime to 
apologize to each other In." laughed 
Teddy Belford as she leaped into her 
saddle unassisted. “But let’s not waste 
any time over that. I really think we 
are quits, Mr. Webb. I am afraid to 
think what a narrow escape you had. 

It would have been my fault if”— 

“I wouldn't have missed it for any¬ 
thing." said Roger sincerely, thinking 
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The Mother Heart Myth, 
bear a great deal of the 'mother 
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heart’ of Women, 
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Photo by American Pre^s Association. 

See what this littleirlady fair baa 
drawn upon her slate—a heart for pa¬ 
pa's valentine. He’ll surely appreciate 
It very much when be sees the picture. 
It was pretty hard work to get the 
lines Just right, but you can see how 
well she succeeded. An'djllttleJ&rother 
helped some too. He didn’t bother a 
bit while the artist was work. He 
Just looked on and wondered at his tal¬ 
ented sister's skill. He would have 
made a valentine, too.;! but somehow 
the pencil wouldn't go yl^bt and kept 
sprawling all over the slate. Perhaps 
by next year he’ll be able to draw a 
beautiful valentine. 


aays Dolly Madison 
In her chat on “Mother Haarts,”' “of 
tha Instinct which makes them tender, 
kind, radiating gentleness. But I soma* 
times woader if there Is not, after all, 
a certain narrowness about the high 
estate of motherhood. Does It cramp 
a woman's sympathies, contract the 
boundaries of Tier tenderneas, until it 
Includes only her own little folk—the 
members of her own household? 

“I am forced to ask this question 
when I See the many mothers who 
cherish their own children, forgetting 
the other poor babies who with their 
forlorn mothers make the sacred rela¬ 
tion such a tragic circumstance. 

Perhaj;** there is no more self suffi¬ 
cient creature than the really happy 
wife and toother. She is perfectly ab¬ 
sorbed in her own children, her own 
home, h T. own husband. And the 
whole world might go down in dark- 



Lincoln’s Kind Hjssrt. 

One cold winter day^Abraham Lin¬ 
coln came upon a poor man who had 
been hired to chop up ai\ old hut Into 
firewood. The poor fellqw was bare¬ 
foot. thinly clothed and,skivering from 
the cold, and he was at? weak that he 
could hardly raise the urg 

Lincoln stopped tbe man In bis work 
and said, “How much fire you getting 
for this Job?” 

“A dollar,” said the woodchopper. 
“and with it I must bu^ myself a pair 
of shoes.” | j 

'You go inside and 'warm yourself 
for a few minutes,” said Lincoln as he 
took the ax from the woodchopper. 

Then he swung the ax mightily and 
soon bad the old hut spilt up into kin¬ 
dlings. He had done ltjuu quickly that 
the man cottld hardly believe his eyes. 
The poor woodchopper received bis 
money and bought bis Sbpes and never 
forgot the kindness of Abraham Lin¬ 
coln. wF H 
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About St. Valentino. 

How our simple valeqtlne customs 


w 

ness and despair without bar knowl¬ 
edge unless her loved ones were af¬ 
fected. Then she would cry unto the 
gods to save her children though all 
the rest should suffer annihilation. 

“I was struck by this manifestation 
of selfishness during a recent residence 
in an outlying suburb of a big city. 
Most of the women who lived there 
were mothers. By tha divine right of 
that relation they should have felt a 
brooding tenderness for all helpless¬ 
ness, but #id they? I could see no evi¬ 
dence of It. In their perfectly appoint¬ 
ed. well cared for homes they lived 
strictly unto themselves. Few of them 
reached oht for any broader Interests 
than those of their immediate circle. 

“We hear a great deal about the su¬ 
periority of mothers over the single 
women lu mattery of heart Interest 
sml of home Interest. Yet I fancy that 
the world would be much poorer If 
the great mother hearts of certain 
women had not been troubled about 
the little people of the underworld. 

“Yet many a mother sells her ?>lrth- 
rlgbt of sympathy more from thought¬ 
lessness than from actual intent She 
has bad It preached to her for so many 
years that all the virtues have been 
bestowed Upon her by the mare fact of 
motherhood that she does not realize 
that there Is any need for effort on her 
part. 

There kill be a great dynamic force 


Justftry it and sec how satisfac¬ 
tory. The f wbole of the wheat 
properly baked in the sweetest of 
surroundings. Fresh bread daily 
and always a bit better than tbe 
best baked elsewhere. Feather- 
Light, yet full weight—and A1*E 
the other good points kneaded in. 
Try ours. 

A. HEIM, 

Confectioner, Caterer. 

Ice Cream, 

BLOOMFIELD CENTRE BAKERY 

'Phone 623. 

'.w. — . ■ ■ ■■■ - - '■ — - — 

Y>' T— yb ^ . r 

Modern Offices To Let 

In New Fire-Proof Building 

» . • * 

Now Open for Inspection. 
RENTS MODERATE. 

BLOOMFIELD TRUST COMPANY 



Getting There Promptly 


is one of the things we do 
in our work. Doing things 
right after we get there is 
another. We use 
labor and first cleat 
ten al. 

We Like to Estimate 

on new work, and will bt 
glad to have yon call on ca. 


Arthur & Stanford, 


647 Bloomfield Avwnu#. 
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books and pictures and 
be perfectly legitimate ex- 
ever came to be connected with so so- pressions j of one’s Indlvidaallty, but 
ber and revered a person as St. Valen-the real mother’s heart will express it- 
tlne has ever been a mystery. There self In other directions. 


G. H. WINTER, 

- DEALER IN - 

Hardware, Housefurnishing Goods, Glass¬ 
ware and Willow Ware. 

-SOLE AGENT FOR - 

WOOLSEY’S 

Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Etc. 

Blazing and General Repairing Premptly Weeded Ta. 

t j ” v r *. ’fc 

Phone 1222-L Bloomfield 298 GlenWOOd AVUlUlt 
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are many theories as to l$ow this came 
about, but tbe most probable one is 

3ds 


“In one bf our big cities a rather curi¬ 
ous experiment has been tried by a 
worthy woman who has four little 
girls. She has adopted four little boys 
because sbe felt that her own bappi 


that the custom descends from the an¬ 
cient Romans and can be traced to 
their festivals of the Lupercalla, 
which came on the 14th of February, j ness and good fortune so overflowed 
At this celebration names of young that they toust be used to fill the lives 
women were put Into a box, from 



HALSEY STS. 


of ber cool hand on his forehead. 

“We win be late for supper,' 
Teddy hurriedly. 

As they rode home throng} the moan- 
light Roger decided that he would buy 
tbe ranch next to Belford’s place. “It 
will be handy foe her to ram over and 
e her folks—after we are marriod* 
be said to himself. 

Of this <i acts ton. of course. Teddy 
Belford knew nothing until after tbey 


wbich they were drawn l^y young men. 

The fathers of the church put their 
veto ou these personal drawings and 
in place of the yqong women’s names 
substituted the names of the saints, 
each person thus choosing a patron 
saint for* the coming year.' This change 
(by chance) was made one St. Valen¬ 
tine’s day, the anniversary of the mar¬ 
tyrdom of Valentine, an old time saint. 


A Lincoln Story. 

A young sergeant distinguished him¬ 
self by his gallantry at Donelson and j one 
was recommended for promotion. He 
was summoned to appear before a mil¬ 
itary board at Washington and closely 
questioned by West Pojpt graduates. 

None of bis answers was satisfactory. 
When the report reached President 
Lincoln he fidgeted for a moment, laid 
the paper on his desk, then, taking one 
gannt knee in his hands, isaid: “I don’t 
know what to do with this case. Here’s 
a young fellow who knows nothing of 
the sc ience of losing battles. He doesn’t 
even know the technical name of tbe 
fortification on which he ran up tbe 
stars and stripes in the face of the 
enemy.” He thought a moment, then 
Indorsed the report, “Give this man a 
captain’s certificate.” 


[of others.. 

“While this may be the extreme point 
of view, R Illustrates to a certain ex- 
j tent what I mean. The overflowing 
lovt* of a: happy mother will not be 
content to> know of the unhappiness of 
any child. It is not only her own child 
that she must love, but a world full of 
little children. 

“Perhaps in the winter there is more 
need for tbe sympathetic expression of 
motherUn#88 than at any other time, 
there are so many little ones who are 
cold and hungry and who need some 
to think of them. It is for the 
hearts of the real mothers to respond 
to this need and to seek out these shiv¬ 
ering little lambs and to shelter them 
In some fsld where they may be cared 
for and protected.” 


What Do You Know Aboot 
the “Free” Machine? 
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Conundrums. 

When may a man be said to break¬ 
fast before be geu up? When he 
takas a roll in bed. 

What is the difference between a tun¬ 
nel and a speaking tube? One la hol¬ 
lowed in; the other la hallowed out 

When is a sick man a contradiction? 
When he is an impatient patient j 
What Is taken from; you before you 
gst it? Your portrait. 

When la a horse a victim of the In¬ 


quisition ? 
rack. 


Dressing ths Child. 

Some children do not land them¬ 
selves to Rny sort of artistic dressing. 
But, on the other hand, there are a 
great many who do, the arrangement 
of the bak having a large gay In the 
consummation of a picturesque ap- 
; pea ranee. 

Instance after Instance can be re¬ 
called where a child with no real claim 
to beauty has been rendered of most 
attractive appearance, thanks to a dis¬ 
creet arratigement of tbe kalr. But 
it seems to those who have Chs dress¬ 
ing of children very dose at heart 
that we h$ve come to a sort of stand¬ 
still. 

Tbe lae^t of any really fresh de¬ 
parture la very marked. The seme 
ground Is forked year after year, and 
anything more deplorable than the 
spectacle of a little girl Areas td ta a 
tight aklrtj a travesty of ber mother's, 
is nowhere to be found. 

Tbe stage may. perchanee. a 
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When ft toifssrered to tto« stfudilation of any fashionable foible. 
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but a girl *eo dressed wffl 
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A Happy Valentins. 

If I could be a valentine 
I know what I would do¬ 
l’d get into an envelope 
And travel straight to you. 

And if the postman didn't 
Tour name la Baby Dear 
And where yoa Hve TO fchake 
As fooa as be was user. 

And then with all myiaUght Td 
And run serose the Itt u t 
rm sure that he'd juihp too to dad 
A valentine had feet. 
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I’d r tag tbe bdl and 
A minute and a 
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We know all abont other sewing machines 

j, . .. r n* 

selling for the same or about the same price 
as the “Free”—we know them from treadle 
to spool-spin. We have tried them all out, 
and every one of them has been/found lacking 
in some real essential. Every one of them has 
had some glaring faults. Not one coaid we 
give oar unqualified indorsement. But in the 
u Free” sewing machine we offer the most 
phenomenal masterpiece that it has been our 
fortune to know about We place ourselves, 
our reputation, and our whole establishment 
back of this wonderful machine without quali¬ 
fication. It's perfect, absolutely perfect. We 
challenge any one to show us the smallest 
detail in which it could^be improved. "Won¬ 
derful, wonderful!” is what every one aays 
who sees it Tbe “Free” is sold at a lower 
price than has ever been asked for a high 
grade machine, and our unique dub plan, in 
which we exact no' initiation fee or extras, 
makes it possible for yon to sew as yon pay. 
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Come in and 
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